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before, had never really known the face as it became
known to him now. He waited for her to speak and was
silent until she did.
"Your father brought me - that man, in there brought me these when we were engaged. Every month
for fourteen months I got a bouquet of these on my
doorstep. I still don't know where he got them or how, all
those months. These just remind me of that...that time.
That's all." She sighed and pulled a few errant leaves
from the stems of her plus bouquet. He looked at her face
and dry eyes and firm chin. "I will always love your
father, Shawn. You don't stop loving someone overnight
for no reason. Whatever happens in life, I want you to
know," she sighed slightly, "I'll always love him." She set
the vase on the rack of dishes above the stove and turned
to look at him for the first time. She knelt down a few feet
away from where he stood and left her hands at her sides.
"But the most important thing," she said, "is that we will
always love you. Don't forget that. Both of us love you
very, very much, and that will not change, ever. You
mean everything to us, Shawn. You're...everything we
have going for us, is you."
He watched her for a few minutes and then turned
back into the living room and down the long hall to his
room. The sun had gone and the room was black and
lifeless save for the vague taint of the streetlights. He sat
on the edge of the bed in the dark and listened to them.
The cool yellow light from the hall made streaks in the
carpet through the cracks in the door. He waited to hear
the sound of her feet creaking the kitchen floor and the
rush of water above the clinking of plates, and the rattle
of icecubes, and distant crowds laughing from the den.

to give in, to let them take him, to relinquish his fate
whatever cruel forces had somehow seen fit to disrupt h'~
life with such a subtle, sly, cancerous crime. He wanted
his mother like a baby, and he said so. She was clutchin
at his clothes and he could still feel the wide palm of thJ
man's hand cradling one shoulder. He turned his f ac j
away from them and spat out whatever words he couU
think of. He was tiring and he was glad. "You're not mv
parents," he said for what must have been the thousanth
time. My parents love each other."
She let him go and he stumbled into the bedroom and
slammed the door shut, then locked it. He could think of
nothing but to lie on the bed and sleep - running was of
no use and either was crying. Things seemed immediately
doomed for him but at the same time, perhaps because of
that, relievingly final. He felt a glowing pang of justice
of proud self-righteousness, even in the face of the
enemies that had struck upon him so viciously. The sun
was going down. The room was dark and deep like the inside of a tunnel. Within seconds he was asleep; for long
minutes he was numb.
When he awoke he walked calmly down the hallway
and into the living room to avoid his father in the den. As
he turned to enter the foyer he could just glimpse him in
the armchair in front of the TV, but the room was silent.
He had his hands folded around his chin and his eyes
wide open.
She was in the kitchen sorting a handful of lilac
blossoms into a wide-mouthed ceramic vase. She did not
turn when he came in, but he sensed that she knew he was
there. He stared at her in bewilderment, with painstaking
studiousness. It struck him that he had never seen her
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i've got eight nails
tapping me
on the shoulders.
And each of those
eight has eight of their own
(mine.) and so...
forth, making about
80,000
fingers taptaptap
ing. My head
swirls deeper
and deeper
around and
-into- my two 2
pillows until the
soft, whiteness
is hard and
black.
Why don't they put their gloves on?
eight

nine

